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vir Dian: I am not going to date my letter
{rom any particular place, because I don't stay
long enough anywhere to make it worth while.
gut it happened to me in the course of my

(nevings, as it happens to most people, to
ol myself in New York; for you probably

s that if you start from anywhere and go
iraizht along for an indefinite length of time,

. will presently reach New York. Now, 1
ver have been in that eity enough to feel ac-
ainted with it. I know that the Fifth Avenue
. fashionable, and Stewart's 18 &n enormous

o, and the Battery isn't the Bowery, though
| an't always tell which is which,and a few such
cneral facts ; but 1 have never acquired that
iolightfal fuwmiliarity which chats of Twenty-
Luth street and the Astor House, and knows
shere they are, und what streets lead to them,
and what cars to get into to go there, and
«hich shops are the best, and where to find
. ervthing and everybody, from a shoe-string
1 o Raphael’s Madonna. This familiarity has
wways commanded my especial reverence. If
there is anything T admire, it is blasé people—
jeople, as Cortis expresses it, who have pump-
¢l life dry, and the pump only wheezes—peo-
ple who dom’t feel interested in aoything—
cople who have gone through the whole round
{ sensations, and have the satisfactory con-
<iousness of having nothing more to feel. |
sould give almost anything to be so myself,
[ admire, and am astonished. 1

K
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but T ean’t.

like o look in at shop windows, to see & mon-
kev capering to & hand-organ, to buy fruit of
oll women crouching on the corners of streeta.
When I get into an omnibus, I never canm re-
member to get ont sgain, and once | rode from
Boston to Cambridge three times before I re-

membered to pull the strap at the place where
| wanted to be left. I like to be in a crowd, if
1 win not in & hurry, (in a carringe—I shouldn’t
like to be on foot, and have all sorts of people
knocking sgainst me,) and see the feathers and
silks trying to get on, and can't—and men el-
bowing through by the skin of their teeth, and
truckmen shouting, and wheels interlocking,
and horses pawing, and timid aYleo:oplnu looking
scared—that sounds rather malignant, but it
I would not seare them myself for the
sake of the fan; but as they are scared inde-
pendently of any effort of mine, 1 ench]it sim-
plv as & part of the pantomime. i
don't see any use in being frightened in such
wease. I don't ex a coachman to have
iy especial n-prm' my individnal bones,
but I do expect him to have a regard for his
“n reputation 28 a coachman and for his
jocket, both of which demand that he should
wt upset Lis conch and injure his passenger,
iless circumstances absolutely require it. i
uhe it for granted, also, that he understands
tis business a great deal better than [ do; and
o= be doesn't fret about my writing letters to
the Fra, 1 won't fret about his driving me
throngh a crowd. T also like, in passing
through streets, to count the windows, and
sce how many stories the shops have. [ like
to talk with news boys, and rag-pickers, and
thaglittle beggar-girls, and with all sorts of out-
oithe-way people. It seems to take you into
another world. I am always awed in the pres-
eoce of milliners and dress-makers. If1 Lve
an opinion before 1 go in, it presents itsell to
them in the form of the meekest and timidest
suggestion, and melts away and evaporates be-
fore their slightest objection. There is some-
ihing in their art perfectly incomprehensible to
we. | can understand how a locomotive engine
or & sewing-machine can be made. 1 think I
uld make one myself, if I were educated to
i, und had the proper tools. For a ponderous
muchine cuts out your work by rule, and you
put it together, one engine”just like another.
But & milliner must have creative power.
must conceive an idea of every bonnet
soparately, and then, from & wilderness of silk,
and straw, and lace, and flowers, she must
evoke the perfeet bonnet, every one separately,
and every one adapted to the figure, complex.
wi, and character, of every separate wearer—
and this for months and years continuously.
“hat power does this argue in the tasteful
milliner !
Well, you see 1 am necessarily in a chronic
sdmiration, and find it extremely dificult to
ssume, still more to maintain, that air of sub-
ndifference to mundane matters which so
twrinates me in others. Consequently I eonfess,
“ith tears of mortification, that when I am in
ww Tork, I tire out successive series of at-
tndunts with my indomitable passion for sight-
sviuz and cover them with shame by my un-
vistakable display of country-bred ignorance.
I kad heard a great deal of the Academy of
lusic. The Academy of Music is not a the-
t I never went to either but once in my
#, and I don’t guite understand the difference
tetwien them ; only, in the theatre you do eateh
I here and there, and in the Academy of
lusic vou don’t; and in the theatre the big
drum played only a little while at once, and in
he Academy of Music it was banging all the
: but there is a great difference between
them, if vou can only find it out. The building
isell’ was a marvel of white paint, and red cloth,
and gilding, with semi-circular graded tiers of
ents, and astonishing little Cupids, without any
cluthes on, stuck into every nook and corner,
tud three or four rows of galleries, and the

jan't

tiightest of gas ; and there were a great many

women who thooght they looked pretty, and
. and 4 great many more who thought they

dul, and didn't ; and some wore bonnets, an

vine wore anything but bonnets, and many
Germans and many Amerieans with hair on
teir lips, and ocessionally on their heads,
anld white kid gloves on their hands, fluttered
shout bere and there, and seemed to be trying
» make themselves agreeable, and per
ey did, 1 don’t know ; and after a while a
man down by the stage whisked his stick, and
the big drum struck up, and the curtain rose,
and there was a wood, and twenty or thir-
'y men marched into it, and none of their stock-
gs came up to their knees, and none of their
frocks came down, and not a frouser among
whole company, and everything they said was
in Italian, and they did not eay anyt ing at all,
but sung it, and they flourished a while, and
hen went off, and a couple of women came on,
dressed in some outlandish costume, and one
secmed to be in great distress, and the other,
%ith sn arm like a sledge-hammer, was con-
tnually picking her up when she fainted, which
Wi 1o easy matter, for she kept up a steady
fainting and lopping all the time, and chattered
like & magpie in all the intervals; and then a
man came, and the sledge-hammer went off,
and the collapser bouunuf?‘nm the man’s arms,
and the man bounced into her arms, and then
they rebounced and bounced back again, like
the pith balls in electric experiments, till that
stene was over; and then thirty or men
aud women came on, and one was supposed to
% a prince, and he wore white embroi 1
pantalets & great deal too short, and “ ankle-

fie” ghoes, and a light-blue thing where his | ¢

coat ought to have been, that looked like @ |
yoke night-gown with the skirt cut off, and he |
“euted to marry the fainting woman, and she
4id not want to marry him, and her old hunch-
backed father, or dncle, or somebcdy, said she
should, and she said she wouldn’t, and swore
Ureadfully, and he yelled, and she yelled, and
they all yelled, and she fainted harder than
€ver, and they got into & terrible “ muss,” as
¢ New Yorkers would say, and I don’t know
‘::‘thﬁr they ever got out of it, for I left them
ere,
. Un the whole, 1 don't think 1 appreciate the
=ne &rts, and shall devote the remainder of my
tstaral life to knitting blue mixed woollen
ockings with seams and long heels.

d | of charity and loving-kin

the | the soul of the wearied lifi
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THE SHADOWY LAND.

.
BY R. A. R,

The shadowy land ' the shadowy land:
I stand on the other shore,

Gazing across al & glorious band,
The loved who have gone before.

And suretching my spirit's viewless wings,
1 swrive 10 join the throng,

But the cumbering olay sround me clings,
And | searce can hear their rong .

Yet there fioats an echo acioss the wave,
The wave of the River ogDenih,

And | fancy | hear the sounds I crave,
And feel an odorous brewb,

Fanning my Hushed and fegered cheek,
As | mrain my sching sense,

For bul one word such ss seraphs spesk,
One word which might call me hence.

Ob ! earth is dark, sinee 1k y Uend no more
The homes their presens  blest,

And life has a weight nev _ fell hefore,
Since they soughi the of réui.

And groping wesrily thraegh the 3ight,
| mretch an eager band i

Toward where they faded from my sight,
“nmhﬁ-mw

The shadowy lapd ' e shadowy land
Nay! the shadows all are here *,

They rise between me and thattbessed band,
Bul thefr skies are bright and cldar,

And though it may be throagh grief and gloom,
We resch where now (Ley stand,

Weshsll know, when we .ass beyond the tumb,
That this is the shadowy land

Mount Holly, Sept. 1st.

L
For the National Ern.i

MY H E_H DINE.
BY EDWARD ’v."f‘!ﬂ.
CHAPTER |

Mediocre and cowardly ‘as the people of this
world are, in the general average; many heroes
and beroines have yet sprung fram their midst.
It is very well for us that this has so happened,
for we all of us need tonics, and there is not a
greater moral stimulant in existence than just
this : personal example. Y7e, who live in these
modern times, and who ¥pad in history and
biography, need not to be told how many are the
operations of personal exam ple, nor how potent
its influence. From Alexander’s studies in
Achillean deeds, down to Miss Nightingale and
her corps of nurses at Scutsli, we see continual-
ly how the stars lead, and the wigest not only
do not disdain to follow, brt are: prompted to
the deed itself by the starls présence. And,
where one is piloted by ¢ star, there are ten

1| thousand who follow on W safety and loving

kindness after the feeble but true shining tapers
which are everywhere held up'to guide us
through the paths of privatalife. Itis wonder-
ful indeed to reflect upon the grand antiseptic
influence of individual herdgsm ; and it is im-
possible, almost, for us to over estimate its ef-
ficiency towards the regeneration, or, at least,
safely, of the world. Still more gonderful is
the fact of this heroism iteelf; and that such a
thing should by any means’be possible where
selfishness holds such suprdine sgay. It is no
great task to be a hero befyre the eyes of the
world ; it is comparatively easy for a man to
do and say great things, when he knows he has
mankind for audience and’ spegator. I sup:
pose no one will doubt but that $he gazing city
gave nerve to Horatius, when he hewed away
at the bridge, with the enemy at his heels ; and
I am pretty sure that Manlius Consul remem-
bered the kept archives of fome's great sons,
when he spurred him into the pit. So, { think
there is a higher kind of I roigm than this, a
heroism purely unselfish, oge whose act is un-
sseen, which eperchance recgils ipon the actor,
and, suybow, goes entirely pn ewarded, save o'
itself and of God. This is what I mean by

“ private beroism,” and from il most retired
walks I wish to single out an ﬁmple. such as
perhaps would rarely be mnt. with,

entirely rounded and signal that fiction would
not venture to attempt it. Execepting names,
what I shall relate is true in &lmost every par-
ticular of fact, and, so far as I have been able
to make it, in every essential of color and pro-

on. &

She, my heroine, is dead long since, but still
lives in the memory of manysgrateful hearts,
who bave owed prosperity, Im'npiness. perhaps
even their eapacity for gratitnds, to her minis-
trations and aid. She died ful of years, and
my earliest recollections pictpre Miss Betsy
(so every one called her) as uiet little old
maid, who wore nsually a su sort of mob
cap, im me as beit.o less extrava-
gantly ugly than the orthodox pattern, and,
when on the street, a plain black velvet bon-
net with satin ribbons. These, and her habitual
black silk apron with its outside pockets, are
the only features of her dress which I can re-
member, and probably I am able to recall so
much simply &-csuse of some subtle but un-
conscious sense of aesthetic fitness emanating
from them.

Bat I very distinctly remember her face, pale,

marked, and thin, but lighted up by such
a sweet and placid smile that it was really
pleasant to look upon her. The lovely soul
that was hers beamed out so beautifully bright,
that no one could fail to recognise its nobility ;
had she worn a very death’s head, we would
bave hailed it with pride, conscious of the
homey hived therein. The disease which had
so seamed her face had taken forever the light
from one of her eyes, but the other, soft and
brown, shone with a comgmting significance
ness towards all men,
and, withal, inv her eptire aspect with an
air of such eminent sweet contentment that she
impressed every one as if hwwi:sa oace like
the peace of a country church-yard. There was
perbaps a little spice of primness in her man-
ner, and she was indisputaply an “old maid ;"
but you forgot all that when you heard her
for no voice was ever more exquisitely
modaulated, “ sweet and low,” yet rich, flexible,
mausical, and fall of unutterable melody, loaned
her of Heaven.
and iveness of sins evgr soothed so much
veller, sinking to
his Jast rest, as did her voice, singing some gen-
tle hymn of Charles Wesley, or of Isanc Watts,
fit and touching orchestral accompaniment to
the ringing down of life's eartain! That music
could waft a soul on its way homeward, as the
murmur of running waters will lull an infant to
slumber and to pleasant dreams !
hus I remember Miss: Betsy in wmy early
chi and I remember that with my rever-
ence and love for her wa§ mingled n feeling
indescribably compact of respect, sympathy,
compassion, and born perhaps of a
suhbtle consciousness that snly the tonch of a
nd sorrow could so egquisitely attune the
of life into responsive harmony with the
world’s nocturne musie. l'erceiving how emi-
nently she was a “ Sister .of Charity,” in the
mopt com; ive and bbautiful sense of the
; sseing how universal was her sympathy
acquaintance with grief, how untiring her
to assoage it, from simple salve of
word with which &e l:;:lﬂeld the child’s

] to the deep thrilling prayers
Sl the asede into belm for the braised and

heart; beholding -her intimacy with

, her hn.ldg of .the hidden springs
. not in my most un-
oy e - to megnn:iu th{ fact

@Gar Havivrow,

, and one so |

No anointing oil of confession | BT

that | often not a little

WASHINGTON, D. C, T

And a more universal and intelligent and kindly |

sympathizer than Miss Betsy never lived. She
could and did minister wi ual success to
{‘t:uug and old, rich and poor, sinner and saint.
ith 8 word she could heal or soothe the ruf:
fled and wounded pride of hot rebellions youth.
Mothers sent to her when their children had
ﬁune astray, and she knew bow to make them
achels no longer, comforting and consoling
them. the young mother’s bed-side, when,
in pain and tremor and faintness, she receives
her first-born to her arms, our friend could,
with & whis word, make the thin blood
react aud grow strong, wake a smile of
and love upon the wan and anxions face, till
resolves to live for this young life, and to wit-

ness the promised ties of its maturity,
filled all her thoughts and made her well again,
When the 3 racked with pain snd
chilled by despair, turn bis face to the
wall to die, our friend could cheer him inta
hope, clasp his stained hands and bend his stiff
knees in importunate prayer, loosening |

tied-up fountains of his tears, and touching him

to the heart with such a touch as Nathan lad

upon David, when he had sinned, and knew no
hope. Chief of all, came to her with |
their loves and and never went away
uncomforted. The ! iifu,ﬂwt-

for the lost love of rho had been the

of her life; the blushing maiden, all qui
with the thrill and pain of her new emotion;
the victim and the crawned, equally they came
to her with their mnﬁﬁenmﬁ'joy and sorrow,
equally asked her to exalt in their glow, to pi
their despair, and none went away but bl

her for what she gave in return. For wounds
such as these she seemed to bear about her the
very specific, and, though every publican came
to her and was comforted, the precious oil in
that Samaritan's vial never failed once, but was
ever ready to be dropped into the hurt, sooth-
ing like a balsam, and, with searching virtue,
penetrating down to the innermost der.hs,
where the pain lurked most keenly. Indeed,
for one to have loved and lost seemed the surest
card of admission to Miss Betsy's confidence
and affection, as it was the surest way to wake
her compassion and command her aid. And,
voung as I was, I very soon came to a dim
consciousness of the cause of this, and, without
knowing aught of her history, used pitifally to
associate her in my childish fancies with poor
Crusoe pacing the deserted strand after his
shipweeﬁ: with Mordecai at the gate, with
Hagar in the wilderness, going off a few steps
that she might not see her infant's dying ago-
nies, with Christian in the dungeons of Donbt-
ing Castle, or any other peculiar personification
of lost hope or of profound desolation, which
my thoughts may have taken hold of. Not that
the image was ever accurate, save in that one
feature of loss. This, I felt she had experi-
enced, and, without knowing why, was sure that
it was this peculiar loss which had given color
to her beautiful life—to me & new and forcible
verification of the text, that there were losses
which might be eminently gain.

Fo, between pity and curiosity, I looked
often at Miss Betsy, ever with increasing love
and reverence; for ever, as I grew older, did 1
become more and more convinced that & more

beautiful life than hers could not be, by any | ki

ibility. And finally, when I learned her
iistory, and saw her pass away as she had
lived, I felt as if’ her death must be rather a
translation than a dissolution—that she needed
not to be subjected to a Medean process in
order to become rejuvenized for the life of
henven, requiring only some slight superficial
purification, so as to make her body a casket
meet for her most lovely soul.

Miss Betsy's history reveals indeed no deep
tragedy of passionate life, no sounding abysm
of endless woe, to be chronicled in an epic, or
bewailed in dithyrambies. It is & simple story
of love and loss, of loss that was gain, per-
haps—a story in which the heroism is of the
noblest, the heroism, namely, of er—a
story through which there rans an eloquent
yet silent pathos of suffering, of which it were
in vain to attempt an adequate reproduction.

It is the story of a love that veiled her soul
forever with a solt veil of sorrow, but not of
repining, & love so strong that it could pluck
itself up by the roots for the sake of the one
loved—a love that proved its truth and estab-
lished its identity by sacrifice—such love as
the mother whom Solomon judged bore for the
child of her bosom. In Robert Browning’s
poem of “In a Balcony,” the Queen's passion
for Norbert gives us ane phase of this kind of
love, Miss Betsy's love was another phase of
the same love, aud by so much the greater than
that, as the virtue of relinquishment is greater
than the virtue of idolatry.

Let me briefly sketch this life, which became
50 heroie because of the love that was born,
lived, and, though suffering, died not within it.
It is a short story, has but a single thread, and
can be sketched in the purest monochrome.

Two kindly, simple-hearted old people were
Miss Betsy's parents, such “old folks" as we
seldom see now-a-days—honest farmer and
honest [armer's wife—wealthier far than their
neighbors, yet affecting no state, living upon
their farm, in a low-ceiled cottage; he doing hia
day's labor as regulnrl(i' as any of his em-
ployees ; she knitting and spinning—housewife
dairymaid, tailoress, and all. Religious old
people, full of the spirit and fire of Methodism
who talked of Wesley's sad face, which had
beamed upon them more than once from the
pulpit, and of stern, soul mastering Asbury,
who had broken fast with them not seldom.
Very proud were the old man and his wife of
Betsy, (as they called her, though, when she
was young, every one else knew her as Miss
Lizzy,) she was their only child, the heir of
their honse and wealth. Not only were they

roud of her, but they looked up to her as a
ﬁeinp_f elevated above their level, so accomplish-
ed was she, and possessed of such numerous
and rare endowments. For, when she was
quite a child, and could just read and write—
educaced enough, however, to their notions—
one of Wesley's early companions had come
to their house, faint and ill, and it was six
months ere he went away healed. Money he
had not, and did not need, for he was able to
repay in a wmeasure their hospitality, through
the little Lizzie. He made her his pupil, and,
himself & son of Oxford, had taught her no
little, above all inculeating in her mind a fond-
ness for books and learning, which the parents,
though not understanding, did not disapprove,
So, the lessons which he gave her in the Latin
mmar were the beginning of a careful
ecourse of selfinstruction, which she never en-
tirely abandoned, and which helped to censole
her in the darkest hours. I myself have often
seen her put on her spectacles to read a page
of the Enchyridion of Epictetus, the patient
cheerfulness of which philosophy had always &
peculiar charm for her.

The little Lizzie grew uEninto a strong,
healthy girl, and then into a fine noble-hearted
woman. She was not remarkably handsome,
but there was a fresh counu-y;me on he;g ctedu,
a springiness in her step, and an airy lightness
and grace in hee small but wellproportionsd
figure, that made her quite attractive. A broad,
smooth forehesd, pleaty of rich brown hair, 8
quick-flashing yet mild and expressive e
and a pair of cherry lips, very mobile
pouting, yet full of decision when compressed,

well with her for

rted reputation
?::I?iogencam refinement. She early showed | Li

herself to be & woman of strong chafyeter, full

of generous impulses, and possessing a keen

mcfe ready judgment, quick wit, and a mascu-

line power of apprehension. 'i"huo character-

istics, and her superior eduesation,

with her isolated liE,m and the control ex-

ercisedhover her pmmé:, mdeﬂ her at times

somewhat prononcéde. e was fluent,

ed her thoughts and feelings freely, ﬁ was
ittle dispatatious. During her

whole life, she used to be fond of an

and cou

lived was but thinly _bat
few visiters of any edncation who “ﬁ

47
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Wway, ex the preachers. Miss Lizzie
“ye.ﬂyoeg::. in l;evor of theological studies,

and consequently was able to meet the clergy
puﬂmrmgmnd.aimﬂmﬁ
them .with their own weapons. How i

to delight the old folka to sit in their arm chairs
and listen to one of these wars of and
how their eyes would twinhhvllhjzud
pride when “our Betsy” would come off vie-
torious! Had Miss Lizzie been of a lesa do-
mﬂdupmxnomhdhsulfmmm
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zie sent them all ::;y, some
compassionatel with tears, »
all Yﬂsil.ivel_\', syud remained singularly heart-
whole, Her parents began to say that “our
Betsy " would never marry, but would become
an old maid, and they were in doubt whether
this was a subject for regret or congratulation.
Lizzie said, laughingly, that she valued her
own independence too much ever to think of
marrying ; and anyhow, the right man had not
yet made his appearance. She would wait un-
til he came.

So things went on, and Lizzie had reached
her twenty-fifth year, a woman lovely at heary,
aud beloved by every one. Her nts were
ﬁrown quite old and feeble now, and required

er constant attention, At this time occurred
the cardinal incident in our friend’s life.

As is customary with the settlers in & new
country, where habitations are few,and “ sights™
infrequent, the w was built immediately
upon the county 80 that whatever passed
coullf.} he see{x In mﬂﬂ:}: house was a
small grass plot, enc within a paling fence,
and here and there besprinkled with of
flowers, for which Lizzie had even mere than
her sex’s fondness. Two or three rustic seata
also were placed under the trees, and, depend-
ing from a high branch of the largest oak, hun,
a swing e of grape vine withes, in whicE
Miss Lizzie used very frequently to recreate
herself. Bhe was swaying to and fro in this
very swing one June with & book in
er lap, and her hair somewhat disordered.
The old folks were still nodding in their chairs
in wholesome after-dinner fashion, and Lizzie,
who was never lonesome, had somehow ﬁnm{
her hook less entertaining to day than usnal;
her letters were all written for next mail,
and so, with the second volume of Pamela in
her hands, she had resorted to the swing as to
an old companion. Not swinging so much,

nor reading much, but giving way to a
dreamy sort oﬁhkin , that mhg ¥
hazy and indefinite —-%n.l' htfully unlike ex-
ertion, and therefore ng with her mood ;
for, though an practical bedy, and
not given to nor an admirer of the doice
e 50 g bl oyt gy
0, Wi . mysti

gleamed after the lotos-island's dulm; q'u?:’t,
the better to induldge itself. The yellow sun
spots fleaked here and there the lawn through
the tree-tops, the dying breeze of evening sigh-
ed itself sw:s among the distant pines, the
roses breathed their attar towards her, the
honeysuckles were redolent with the burden of
their sweets, from the clover-lot came the faint
hum of the voluptuous bees, and sbove there,
where the view was not intercepted, loitered in-
dolently the moon's pale-gray crescent. What
did the wise man mean? Was not all this en-
joyable, worthy to be indnlged for its own
sake? Where was the “ vanitas vamitatum,”
the “ vexation of spirit,” in a nature so charm-
ing as this? Dry your tears, Pamela, and go
into the country.” Cure your dyspepsy, oh Sol-
omon, banish your econcubines, anr establish a
hunting-lodge in “shady Lebanon.” For life
is a gilt, a thing perfect of itself, and not ne-
cessarily to be regarded as a mere stage of ex-
istence. Thus ran her thoughts.

Bruno, the huge brindle mastiff, bays out &
deep-toned alarum, and Mignonne clatters a
quick bark. Some one must be coming. Liz-
zie, shaking off her revery, glanced up, and
saw coming along the road towards the house
8 lad of apparently sixteen years, whose slow,
heavy, and ancertain step seemed to indicate the
weariness of long travel. As he drew near, he
glanced wishfully at the house and &t her, and
walked yet more slowly. At the gate he hesi-
tated, paused, half reached out his hand to lift
the latch, then withdrew it, and made out as if
to move on—evidently longing to stop, but fear-
ing to do so. His looks were so weary, his
manner so embarassed, and his appearance so
forlorn, that Lizzie's quick sympathies were
awakened in his behalf, and in her kindliest
tones she called out: “ Come in; the dogs shall
not harm you!"”

The lad opened the gate, and, as she jumped
down from the swing, came towards her. He
was rather tall, and, though pale and thin, was
very handsome. Spite of his worn and travel-
soiled clothes, his bared feet and poverty-
stricken air, he struck her as one who had
been genteelly bred. As he approached, he
took off his ragged straw hat, and made her
a courteons bow. Lizzie thonght that Eir
Charles Grandison conld not have done it
better.

“@ood evening, madam," said he, still keep-
ing his hat off, and speaking most pleasantly,
with a slow and accurate enunciation; “ will
you permit me to get a drink of water from
your well 77

“1 will have you a glass got, my lad,” said
Lizzie, who affected the old woman when with
boys, * but would you not rather have » glasa
milk ? It is more refreshing, and you seem

The boy's eyes spukled. “If it is nd@buble,
madam,” said he, * I shall be very grateful.”
Lizzie called to one of the servant women.

“ You look hungry—are you not?" asked she, ¥

eyeing him with compassion.

He colored up. “ No, thank you," he began,
bnt, hesitating & moment, said, “ I gm hungry,
very hungry. I have eaten nothing but & crust
of bread tpdar‘y."

“ Priscilla,” cried Lizzie, “ go to the pantry,
quick ; here are the keys. Bring a pi of
milk, and some biscuits, on a plate—and that
piece of vold chieken on the second shelf. Put
them on & waiter, and don't stay a minute. The
poor boy looks half starved,” ‘added she, in &

ial aside. When the servent started off,
ie turned lgi‘n towards lad. “You
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put her waiter down, and ran to
id. Lizzie sent her for water' and hartshorn,

and still chafed the boy's pale. temples, loosen-

ing his collar, and nursing his head

knees. “Poor child! " she repeated to

bending over and gazing anxiously into his face.

It was a very me face, indeed. 'His hair

with a delicate blue vein in each temple.
Those eyes, whose frank and melancholy look
had so much impressed her, were large and
blue, she remembered, with a delicate spot or
two of amber, that much improved and beauti-
fied them. Seldom had she seen such lovely
eyes, and she felt that they must be indices of
a rich and lovely soul. The even arch of the
brows, the nose high, with thin nostrils, full of
aristocratie lines, the sweet mouth, all were full
of manly beauty. His skin was soft and fair—
very fair, indeed, where the sun had not tanned
it—as she could see by the part of his neck and
breast that the unbottoned collar exposed. And
the inert hand that rested upon the grass was
white and small and soft—not used to work,
evidently. * Poor child!” murmured she,
while her eyes filled up with tears of compas-
sion. What was this new emotion she felt to-
wards the boy whom she was nursing upon her
lap? The warm color came into her cheeks,
her suffused eyes grew dimmer still as she bent
over him, l:er{uaart beat strong and tumultu-
ous ; she seemed to feel as if this boy belonged
to her—as if, by sheltering his fainting form
then she had acquired & guardian's rights to-
wards him—as if he had been sent to her to be
vided for, to occupy her thoughts, to become
er child from 1illmt time forth. ihe bent over
him, lower still, gazing u is pale thin
face—bent over him, wl:gx h};:nbuil upon her
knees and her arm holding him there—bent
over him, and, obeying the impulse, kissed him
twice upon the lips.

“Poor chile. He'm werry pooty, aint he,
Miss Lizzie?"”

Lizzie blushed deeply, as she looked up, and
received the water and restoratives from Pris-
cilla, and, looking down again, she found the
hgyh]m upeningiis languid eyes with a vacant
stare

“Poor chile. He's comin’' to, now. Spec’
he'm starved, most likely. Jest see to his feet,
ma'sm. They's all blistered and swelled up,
and s-bleedin’, too, as I'm a livin' sinner. I’fo
wonder you drapt down, honey,” said she to the
‘hoy, who now, after looking & moment into
Lizke' unatil conscionsneas of his situation
returned, began to color deeply, and made 3::
effort to rise.

But Lizzie gently prevented him. “Yon
must lie still a while yet, and eat something, be-
fore you think of standing. I fear you have
suffered for food. Bring the milk here, Pris?;
now, run and get me the brandy from the side-

. Driuk some milk, Osear. You are too
young to be left to yourself thus, all alone in
the world., You might have died to-night"——

“Yon are very kind, madam,” murmured the
boy—* too kind. 1 cannot repay —— Indeed
I am not a beggar,” said he, with a feeble but
Pminusle earnestuess, that was most piteous.
“1 had money until yesterday: but my father
was poor, and I had to sell the last painting to
have him buried. There are others, but they
are in pledge ; but T can work "——

“ Hush. We do not miss a biscuit and a glass
of milk, Oscar; and I am so persuaded that

ou can work, that I intend to give you a trial.
E)rink this brandy and milk ; it will strengthen
you. Bring that bench here, Priscy, and Oscar
will eat some chicken. Do you feel better now,
Oscar?”

“Yes, madam—I am well now, almost, and
when I have eaten will be quite so,” answered
he, rising to his feet, and staggering to the seat.
He turned his large eyes towards her, and, while
they glistened with emotion, added :

“ T will not attempt to thank youn."”

“ Stop, Oscar. There is no need to thank
me. I do not like to he thanked—in words, at
least. You have no home—you wish to work,
you say. I will give you a trial, and if you
wish to thank me as I [ike to be thanked, prove
that T have not been mistaken in thinking you
honest and deserving. You will never want
for friends if you prove to people that you are
80

“0Oh, indeed will yon try me!" cried he,
trembling with eagerness. “Ihave no home—
my wants are very few "—he glaneed so rneful-
ly at his clothes as he said this, that Lizzie could
not restrain a smile—"“and indeed T will be
faithful. Who would not work for you 7" added
he, fervently.

“ But you must rest first, Osesr, or yon can-
not do your work well ; and when your feet are
better, we will see if’ we cannot hunt you up a

ir of shoes, and get these clothes of yours in

tter order. I think yon are a proud boy, Os-
car

“TNl wash de cloes to-night, Miss Lizzie,”
volunteered Priscilla.

“T have little to be prond of, Miss,” said Os-
car, not sadly, for the drink, the meal, and this
promised labor, had restored its bright side to
everything. “All T have is my health and a
little education—and my poor father had ten
times as much, yet nearly starved.”

Jizzie sent Priscilla tq prepare a room for
the lad, and said to him—

“ Youn must be very tired, Oscar, so I think

ou had better get your rest before you think
of anything else. member, I wil.{ be your
friend if you deserve it ™

“ Yon can trust me, so far?" asked he.

[ Ye.'ﬂ

He seized her hand and kissed it, and turned
away after Priscilla. As he did s0, Lizzie felt
& warm tear upon her hand, and it would prob-
ably have been s very easy matter for her to have
kt*ﬂl some of her own just then ; but she re-
strained herself, for she was not one of that
pluvial class of ladies who, “like A prile when hee
raines down showres,” can afford a tear for
every triflc that touches them.

Oscar was sent to a quiet, nice room, where
Priscilla had water n:.d , and insisted :'ym

his sore and sw feet, in gpite of his

:‘r ;ll‘{ovag:o do it lmaalfm . Thus

refreshed, to lie abed in the morning

until , he slept soon the dreamless sleep
that only waits upon & weary child.

Not so Lizzie. Tea over, the curiosity of her

to

satisfied, and themselves seen safel

lesst he not been born to his for-
lorn condition. But there was no enticing m
tery about him notbing beyond hugoofloo

donce. “We do not permit peaple True, pot done more for him than for
while we have plenty. You want employment, those others, tha—but did she feel towards
guy? I fear you are not stron q:oaghfo; them as she did towards this boy? Would she
“mn-h Will you tell me name?" | in the morning, or as soon as he was able to
It is Osear—Oscar Erik mﬁ* " | walk, see Oscar depart, ided with money

* That is not American. Are you a foreign- | perhaps, and clothes, as done those others
er? N snnka Led Efhe, arouged her sympathies? No—she
“I s not, ma'am, but my father was. A felt she would not permit that. She felt that
Swede, and an artist, who came to thig country | her interest in was such that she wished to
before T was born.” - f provide for stand in loco parentis to-
“Was? Is your father dead?" wards him. And she could not satisfy hersell
“Iaman orphan—without & friend in the | s to the cause of this interest, could not be cer-
world that I know of, ma’am. My died | tai 1 that it was wise or reasonmble. What if
last year, and my father I helped to bury one | he were actually an iuﬂmtorn-what if, after
4go to-day.” : doing all she could for him, he should repay
“Poor boy ! " cried Lizzie; “but Oscar, you | her with the ingratitude so common with those

4 : the | in his circumstances? No—she would enter-

to distingaish him above
appeal

it
g{i l

:
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hil.iobne or ingrati-
any possibility belong to the
face. So much was cértain.
intend to do—what would
M ﬁarnb ed numerous plans, built
many castl ut could not come to an
(deinite conclusion, further than & resolve tg
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me, and see what pro-
him. If he had
_ out, If he was
¥y, there would be no
need to trouble nbpf provision for him. Her
m_ ts were old—a_he needed a companion—a
would hever marr, she
had determined as to that. Anmf!ogw'm
the boy she thought him, to look after his edu-
cation, and make & noble man of him, was just
the employment she felt herself to be in need
‘of. An y it would cost nothing to take
care him for a week—she coald have him
watehed, and—it was only a Christian act to
cast her bread upon the waters.

Pleasant dreams, Miss Betsy !

; “ Father, we must Eng some work for
him to do," said Lizzie at the breakfast table
next morning.

“ But, Betsy, there's no work to give him.

We've got all the force we want now, and more
than enough, for that matter. You can keep
him here until he's well, but I don't see the use
of hiring when you don’t need it.”
_ “ New we must give him work. He
18 too proud and independent to eat the bread
of charity, and he must not be turned AWAY
from our doors, if we can help him without in-
Juring ourselves. If you won't employ him, I
will do so myself. My garden is fuTl of weeds
since the last rain, and you know you refused
to let me have Jim to work it, no longer ago
than yesterday. So I will have my own gar-
dener.” i i

“And t{l; own way, too, Betsy dear. Is it
not 80? Very well, then; but come, go with
me, and we will see this prodigious youth of
thine, and talk with him.”

The result of the conversation must have
prepossessed the old man in Oscar's favor, for
that afternoon, in compliance with a suggestion
of his, the tailor of the neighborhood was sent
for, and took Oscar'’s measure for a suit of
clothes, while Priscilla plied a busy needle in
the manufacture of half a dozen coarse muslin
shirts for * the new boy,” as he was called.

While these articles of raiment were being
rapidly got ready, Osear was kept in bed, in
spite of his remonstrances. Lizzie kuew hest;
his feet were still bruised and sore, and he had
an ague, which might be hard to cure, unless
taken in band at once. It was only his fear of
being troublesome that made him u-gent to get
about, she knew very well, and she was deter-
mined to have her own way in the matter. Du-
ring those four or five days she was in his room
frequently, giving him medicine, seeing how he
did, taking his meals to him, &¢. She had no
prudery, was as free as innocent, and thought
of him, and acted towards him as if he were a
child. In this way she saw a great deal of
him and learned the whole of his history. It
wis nn tale of misfurtune and povarty,
heightened somewhat by the fact of the victim's
being unfitted by superior refinement to endure
its hards ;3: with ordinary powers. His father |
was & Swede, a man of education, letters, gen-
ins_perhaps, and an artist, but & man eatirely
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creasing pity. His frank and {ngenuous face|
-u_l-u!:ti’n her mmm to her for aid. | hands.
' %0 Btarve

nmnmpMdna- he bhad received at their

dponlhnold man told him that
he would be under Lizzie's orders, and, turning
to his , remarked that, as the young
m“k’..h had better take a | ;‘nd e
work, he e a light hoe at first—
she would find one in the tooﬁmuo—.nd there
couldn’t bea better morning to put out her cab-

bage plants and cauliffiowers, and weed the
beets and i Lizzie, with a slight blush
and some

itation, which her protege did not
seem to notice, led the way to tr:guden, and
Oscar looked so expectant for his directions,
that she was in & measure forced to tell him
what she wanted dome, enjoining him at the
same lime not to fatigue himself, as he was not
used to work. Telling her that he hoped soon
to be rid of his clumsiness, he took hoe in hand
and bent over to his task, the weeding of a
flower-plot, giving evidence, by his sturdy man-
ner, of an intention to make & gardener of him-
self, and edrn his wages.

For the National Ers.

FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF SARATOGA.
z No. 6.

Unireo 8tares Horev, Saturday Morning.

Dear G***: Among the notsbilities now
here is J. (3. Baxe, who was pointed oat to me
this morning on my way to the Spring, smoking
a (ierman pipe in front of Congress Hall. |
believe there is some name given to these things
which lifts them out of the vulgarity of pipes—
but for a poet and wit to be seen smoking one
of these crooked contrivances had a Very com-
mon look. But I forgive him, for he bas
just stricken off at a dash the following sketeh
of Saratoga, which I can testify is true to the
letter:

[The poem quoted from Saxe by our fair
correspondent appeared in the Era last week.)

I have heen contriving a surprise for grand-
father, whose generous draft on New York
came very ppportune. Not that I wanted any-
thing, but so soon as I had cashed the draft, 1
saw the loreliest point lace collar for seventy-
five dollars] and I could not refuse to purchase.
Now you will think “the girl and her money
soon parted.” Yes, but then I have such a
love of a callar! But T was about to tell you
of the surprise 1 have been getting up for dear
grandpa. Jt is nothing less than myown self
done in erayon by Vincent Colyer, Esq., artist,
105 Bleecker street. I chanced to pass his
studio, and was attracted by some beautiful
heads. Oune of these, & most perfect face of a
young girl, was taken by Mr. Colyer last sum.
mer. She 'was afthe Springs with her family
and her lgver, to whom she was soon to be
married. On Saturday he was at work op this
head, and she was all life and gladness. That
night she bad n fatal bleeding at the lungs, and
the next day, calling ® see her after church,
he was shqwn her cerpse. This sketch remains
as it was left. Of Mr. Colyer's skill as an artist
you will judze by his drawing of me. I only
‘wish I was half as handsome as he has made
me, and yet everybody says it is a great sue-
cess. I hope you all will be of that opinion,

I am beginning to weary of the United States
Hotel. Yes, weary of dressing and undressing ;
weary of talking by the hour, and not being |
abie to recall anything I have heard, or of be-
ing conscious of having had any new trains of
thought awakened in my own mind. I do not
know how others get along, but it is wearisome
to be forever doing the same things. Even the
Lancers, with the inspiration of Munck’s music,
have cedised to be attractive; and T was sorry
hear Doctgr W. say to Aunt that she must not
leave before the 1st September. What will be
come of me !

unfitted for active life, by an utter deficiency ol
business talent. He had originally been a man |

of some property, had followed art rather as an

amatenr than professionally ; and it was only |
when, after his return from Italy and his mar- |
riage, misfortunes came upon him, and he lost
his property through the dishonesty of his
agents, that he had turned to it as 8 means of

maintenance. Too proud to live at home, hy |
had displayed his want of judgment by emi- |
grating to a new country, where the necessity |
to live was.yet 8o supreme that art had no ex-
istence. They eked out their slender means as
best they could, the wife toiling with her needle,
and the husband collecting a fow dollars here
and there, now by painting a cheap portrait,
now by the embellishment of signs, and agsin
by Ln.nelling, teaching drawing, and other mis-
erable fag-ends of his profession. They had
done what they could for Oscar, and had tried
to fit him for more successful work than had
fallen to their share. But, just as he was grow-
ing old enough to profit by their example and
waraing, the wearisomeness of their mistaken
life conquered them. The mother died first,
and next year the father sucecnmbed—both kill-
ed by over-work—involuntary suicides, to speak
in paradox, for the sake of & most pitiful ex-
istence. What little money was in his father's
pocket when he died—at & wayside tavern,
where he had stopped for the night, he and his
son being “ona tramp"” in quest of work—
the boy, with a tender pride, had devoted to
procure bis father decent sepulture and a tomb-
stone, and it was with five dollars in his pocket
that Ozecar started out to make his way thraugh
life, without a single friend, footsore and tired
already, agitated in spirit, and choking with
grief. Is it any wonder that, at the end of a
month, he found himself penniless, and read

to drop down upon the road? Bul be coul

nat have fallen at the feet of one more charita-
bly disposed towards all persons, or more will-
ing to nid him particularly than Lizzie was. |
She melted with tender pity at thought of all
this poor boy must have gone through, and
marvelled much that he was =q brave and so
cheerful, notwithstanding. Had it been herself,
she thought, she must have hated the whole
human race for permitting her to suffer so much,
and she could never have smiled again, Dui
there was humor in those goft biue eyes, she
felt sure, and many s megry dimple of laughter
lurked perdu about the corners of that %iltle
mouth. It would be her pleasure to test to
their full these capacities. Evidently, Lizzie
had plans that looked considerably farther than
the mera weeding of her flower-beds, and the
trimming and training of her vines and shrab-

bery.
lgarlmpn there was some relation between
these ulterior designs and the circumstance of
her placing a booE in Oscar’s hands on one of
these days, and asking him to read to her from
it. It was a poem by Dr. Oliver Goldasmith,
who was'a favorite author of the young lady's,
on account of his “ Vicar of Wlkeﬁelf"—-and
the name of the poem was “ The Traveller "—
HR, , unfriended, solilary, slow,
Or by the lazy Scheldt or wander ng Po"—
And the young man delivered a page of it with
such taste, accuracy, polish, and elegance, that
Miss Lizzie was mnuhui, and thought that
some of her preacher friends might learn a les-
lad, that wonld enable them to
read their l;‘]mu much more effectually. In
ound O

effect, ahe scar to be well educated.
Getting hold of a ‘E:nciltln’a same day, be drew
something inside the cover of Goldsmith, which,

when Miss Lizzie examined it, she found to be
ber own portrait, and to her unskillful eyes
quite & miraculous likeness.

Hence, when masd Qae;r raade his
appearance at id in his new sui
he looked sa mua':‘:; and wi

s0 mach & izzie quite hﬂ:
her need of & gardener, and ouly thought of

com her W would be to her.
Bn%@m';‘ “them that he was now
well, and ready to go tnodeka! th mﬁ
to i wo
mh p.'mm lom«thu’n%hﬁcﬁtn,
and prove that be was not ungrateful for the

You ask me why I do not speak of any mem-
ber of the We-Six but Mr. H, and Amelia. Be
cause they are like all the rest of Boston people.

RATES OF ADVERTISING,

Ten cents a line for the jirst insertion, five
ceots a line for each subsequent one. Ten
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laave the next day for Newport, and begged me
to go with them. Of course this was an impos-
sibility ; and my excuse was regarded as all-
sufficient—that my motive for coming here was
to be with Aunt Jane, and that I shounld pe-
main with her. That my refusal was not a
matter of regret, I readily eaw, notwithstandin
all the attempts she made to impress me wi
her earnest desire that I should go with them.
But when Dick was approached, she was not &
little surprised to find that no persuasions
could induce him to leave his mother. She
affected any degree of skepticism as to his de
votion to her, and suggested that if she counld
ﬁrﬁunﬂe me to go with them, ber wishes might

gratified, and that Dick would feel himself
impelled to see that his Cousin Netta was not
spirited away by Mr. H or some such at-
tractive snnuemln. The day came, and the
hour, and we all went with them to the depot,
and saw them off.

With what different feelings did T walk down
the beautiful grounds of the United States on
that day and the day of my arrival. 1 had
Dick and Aunt June with me now, as then,
The sun shone as brightly, and the checkered
shadows danced as sweetly on the greensward.
All Nature wore the same joyonsness, but I
was pot joyous. Dick walked on in silence,
supporting Aunt Jane, and I tried to talk of
the light and shade for the hundred and twen-
tieth time, but never so hopelessly as mow;
for you must know, when I could say nothing
else to one of those wearisome men who haunt
the piazzas of the United States, I started the
loveriness of the sunlight and the shadows with
some success; but not so now. Dick was ab-
sorbed, and Aunt Jane did not care to be
awakened to enthusiasm sbout what she had
said everything she had 10 say. And so we
three went to our rooms,

This state of feeling existing between us, the
estrangement, hard as it was for e to bear,
was harder for Dick, and he manifested his
temper in a way to attract the attention of
Aunt Jane. After watching us for a day or
two, she asked me what had happened—and I
told her truly, nothing. So she ook an oppor-
tunity, wheu I had gone out a riding with ﬁ:
and Mrs, H,, to inquire of Dick, who at first
would give no sign, but after a while, when his
mother told him it was the first time time Le
had ever denied her his loving confidence, and
that she felt it like a sword piercing her to the
heart, he gave in, and said that Netta had been
guilty of what he regarded a great indelicacy
in saying to Amelia A. that she never wonld
marry him. Aunt Jane, with a woman’s in-
tuition, denied for me that I had ever made
such a speech. Dick was sure it must be so,
for Amelia bad repeated, as she said, word for
word, the conversation ; and he thought it most
unkind and unmaidenly for me to make sucha
statement to one who bad no claims to my coun-
fidence, and who, in all other matters than this,
never appeared to have received it. Indeed,
we seemed to be the antipodes of each other—
as he wished me to be.

On my return home, Aunt Jane having sent
Dick out, I found her alone, waiting to ‘ask me
for my af;coch, a8 repeated by Amelda and b
Dick. listened to it all, and then said, “{
made no such speech. Dick's name was never
mentioned. The topic was about marrying
first cousing, and I said I would not marry =

first cousin,” “I told Dick so!™ exclaimed
Aunt Jane; and then, the flood-gate being
taised, I had a full talk with Aunt Jane of all

I had endured during the last two weeks, and
I was grently ruﬁi(-w:ﬂ by her sympathy and as.
surance thet I had acted with great discretion
nnd kinduess, of which she had net been inob-
servant ; and that the time wonld come when
Dick would cometo his senses. * These men
are such fools,” said Av 't Jane, *they never
know their own minds till somebody helps them
into daylight ; and I think Amelia A. has done
this for Dick.” I could not delay to tell you
#0 much as this, and I must confess I was glad
to bear Aunt Jane say Diek wished me to be
inlika Amelin A. 1 will write you one mare
etter, and but one more, for Atnt Jane says
she will certainly leave here on the lst of Sep-
tember, and it may be we shall go to Lake
George before we set our face homewards.
Hoping we may soon meet, I remain, dear

Very bright, clever, (in the English sense of
the word,) and somewhat wearisome, becanse
they are 8o ; for I have to be ever on the aler, |
lest some thance word may slip in, and give gg. !
casion to an mgenious misapprehensiop or g |
bright repsrtee. You are made to feel as when |
you are witnessing a spectacle of fire works,
where one rocket chases another into the sky,
thera to break into spangles; to be followed by
another rush of rogkets, more bright, reaching
bigher, agd bursting into more glorious stars ;

until at 1M yoa are glad when they are all ex-
ploded, ard you ean go home to rest. Clara
and Elize*D. are thus content to shine. Ame-

lia does get—she seeks to win, and her skill is
wonderﬁlt;a behold. As forthe young gentle-
men, the™ are extremely proper, am? regard
themselves the pinks of courtesy—and so do 1.
Mr. H. is & travelled gentleman, and -he is ex-
ceedingly piqued by Amelia's interest in Diek,
and, by way of compensation, has devoted him-
self to me; and I have sought to secure all the
advantages his varied knowledge enables him
gracefully to impart to an inquirer, as I always
am when we two are thrown together, and he,
with a smile of kindness, consents to be my in-
structor.

Amelia is an heiress, and Mr. H. is a man of
mind, and has his fortune to make. Now, what
could be more grateful to generous girl, who
holds her fortune in her own right as Amelia
dogs, than to endow such a man with the seci.
dent of weath? This, I think, she designs to
do one of these days ; but in the mean time she
prodpusas ta play ot fast and loose with Mr. H.,
and to flirt, more or less seriously, with jnst
such novices as my cousin Dick. You would
think it was an arranged affair, if you were to
see how naturally Mr. H. offers me his arm,
and how Dick takes Amelig into the ball-room :
and in dancing, Mr, H. is my partner, and
Amelig and Dick are our vis-a-vis ; and though
siiit may be nothing vew to Mr. H., it is very
new to Dick. If Dick likes being cheated, I do
not like to see him cheated ; but it is not proper
for me to help him see things as they are, for
ther; ho might misconceive me.

Thursday, August 25.—Yon have seen, dear
G*** that I had much to tell you, I did not
know how to write ; and as matters have ripened
rapidly to a conclusion, I cannot deny myself
the pleasure of telling you hriefly what has
bappened. To begin at the beginning—some
time sjnoe, Miss Amelia led me to talk about
her cousins, and asked me if I thought it a

ood plan for first cousins to marry ; and I told
Eer the truth when 1 said 1 had no cousin in
the world whom I would marry, which is all
true. She looked me in the fhce, and asked me
if I wés serigus. It never occurred to me what
nse she conld make of what I said, nor that she
was necessarily ignorant that Dick was not the
son of Aunt Jane, and no cousin of mine; and
she very naturally helieved he must be an only
son, hecause of his devotion to the only mother
he hagever known.

After this conversation, which I had forgot-
ten, with & multitude of just such sayings, Dick
showed himseif alienated from me. We walked
together to the springs every morninﬁ; sat to-
gether with Aunt:Jane, listening to the same
author, and talkinf over what we were reading,
but all the while 1 felt a great veil had fallen
down between us, and this I attributed to the
presence of Amelia and ber fascinations ; and
though I was more deeply pained at what I
saw than I was willing to confess even to my-
self, yet [ thought she would soon go away, and
all wonld be well again. But why Dick should
show any alienation of feeling surprised me,
for T had tasked m to comply with every
wish of his, to go where he would have me go,
and wpmwe?in views so far as I could guess
them, at whatever sacrifice of my own prefer-
ences. It was not always easy, b"lt 1 was sure
the day and hour would come when my mo-
tives wpald be appreciated by Dick, snd I knew
they would bear the test of my own scrutiny.

being here a fortnight, Amelia told me
she was sick of Saratogs, and they all were to

G**=, yours, lovingly, NETTA.
————
Frem Chumbers's Journe!
HOP VILLA.
I had not seen Luke Swinton for thirty

vears; and so long ago, we were class-mates
and sworn chums, In the interim, I had been
knocked about, the very shuttlecock of fortune,
until at last the capricious dame gave me the
means of coming home—that is, to England—
with the prospect of ending my days there. I
said I had not seen Luke Swinton for thirty
years, and yet, when he and I accidentally
jostled each other “ on Change,” soon after my
arrival, there was encugh of the old face left
for me to recognise it,

“ You are Luke Swinton,” I said, and held
out my hand

*And you are” ——. He looked inquiring-
Iy, and his palm, slowly extended, touched mine
with a donlhitful clasp, till T filled up the sen-
tence :

* James Ashburton.”

No want of cordiality when those words fell
on his ear. “To think I did not know you,”
snid he. “But thirty years make mauy
changes, and yours has been a roving life, by
ali accounts,  You shall tell me everything by
and by.”

I shook my head. *“ Mine would be too long
a story in detail, but you may fill it up from the
outline. I went away poor; I have not re.
turned rich, thongh with enough to supply &
bachelor's wants.”

“I am sorry you are a bachelor, my dear
fellow,” said my old mate, eyeing me compas-
sionately. “ But there is & bright side to every-
thing, and you can go home with me to dinner
without its being necessary to ask permission ;
moreover, yon can give orders for your bag
to be forwarded to Hop Villa, my little place
out of town, without fear that your other half
will lodge a detainer. Depend on it, I shall
not soon part with you."”

“ And can you really give such an invitation
without the cognizance of the lady that owns

ou? Oh, happy Benedict!™ continued I,
aughing ; * tell me where I may find such w
partner, and I will forthwith join sour frater-

nity.

"?‘Dr.m't talk rashly, James, but rather maske
all the preparations you need for a long visit,
and join me two hours hence,”

He named the place of meeting, Both were
punctaoal, and we duly arrived at Hop Villa.

I did not expect to see such & lovely domain
as that which called my old friend master, and
its extent as far exceeded my anticipations ss
did its beasuty. “So this is your home?” I
asked, my face expressing both surprise and
pleasure.

i Yes, all is really mine these boundaries
enclose. I see you wonder how it came to be
s0; but I do not like to begin a long story
before dinner, so be patient a while longer.”

We were near the house when we came upon
the gardener, who was examining the withered
remains of an old hop-vine. \

“ s it quite dead, Scott?” asked my friend.

% Quite, sir. Shall I remove it?"

] suppose yon must, but I feel sorry to give
the order. Remember, you procure and t
another in its place immediately. I must not
have Hop Villa without one vine.

“T have been wondering,” said I, * what in-
duced you to give this charming place the name
it bears—if, indeed, you acted as its sponsor.”

“ Ah! thereby hangs a—or rather the—tale ;
but wait till after dinner.”

I must say I felt very forlorn, in comparison
with my friend, when I saw the joyous greetin,
hed rece‘n;ed f r-.:u'r:1 a ﬁﬁldwm matron, ;::l balf
a dozen boys and pirls, varying in e m six
to eighteen. In upiie of hilngmock- ugubrious
expression of face, when he informed me that
these formed only a portion of his “ responsi-
bilities,” for one olive branch was at col
and the youngest tendrils of bis household vine
would come in with the dessert, one might see
that his home deserved the name, It was
pleasant to receire & sort of refiected edition of



